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same. Then one day, knowing lit* \\as r«»nijw*ing a march for a special occasion, I clnsri! tin1 plain* ami <]e-termined I would not disturb him with am n»»isr uf mine,
Upstairs, then, Mr, Navoni sat, rumpled as to hair, fiery as to eye, with violin on table and JK*II in hand. He hummed a little, tried one or two liars on the violin, then savagely threw a few notes of ink on to his ruled paper. Then he hummed a little, and seemed to listen, jotted down a note or two, listened attentively, then hurst out: " Do you hear a sound of practice from Miss Morris's room?"
"No, dear/' gently replied Mrs. N'avoni, " she doesn't want to disturb you at your work, slit- - •
But a burst of wrath stopped her. Mf. N'avoni was clattering downstairs and pounding on our d«»or: " What does this mean? Get you to that devilish lad piano and do your scales — scales, mind you- i« I the exercise* wait till the last! Interrupt me? Love I not music I nothing is sweeter to me than the ' <*«t». two, three* of the beginner — */ the beginner is not a ft^il — <if the bt-ginner counts the 'one, two, three' n»frally! Damn! yes, I say damn! look at the time I** I! at raid to disturb me? How the devil ap I to compost*          march they
want with this room still as the dead? Xow 1 JLJO lack, and if you don't do those scales, all hrnouth nnd even, and the exercises rightly timed, you •"•• well, van know what you'll get! I can hear, even if I arn fomiMwing. So you get to work, quick new f before I gi*t          to
my table!"
And he tore off again, while, with                           I
sat down to the wretched old piano, that was its teeth at me in a senile grin, and           and uncertainly
began to wobble up and clown the*
Mrs. Navoni afterward toM me that           Iier
returned to his work he hummed to              a few mo-
ments, jotted clown a few notes,              to tin*           of
the rattling old piano, and, smiling and                 re-
marked:     Now I can do sometUng — ***, two$ three